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Day | - Calgary 


It had been a crazy couple of days, and somewhere between the shows in lowa, Kentucky, Texas, and now 


Calgary, Jon and Richie had stopped talking to one another. No one knew what was going on, least of all Jon 
He and Richie had always had a tumultuous relationship. Oh how they could fight. 


In the beginning, Jon had no idea what to make of the cocky guitar player who had automatically assumed that 
he'd be a good fit for his yet-unnamed band. And Jon was still on a pretty tight deadline to find one. His old 
high school friend Snake would work, in a pinch, but they knew each other well enough to know that he couldn't 
be a long-time member of a band under Jon. He knew Jon was too much of a control freak for that to not 


hurt their friendship. 


Richie had persisted, and Jon's life had never been the same. With his partner-in-crime, his right-hand man, 
he had shot to superstardom in 3 years. 3 hard, long years - but worth every minute. 


Now it seemed surreal that it had been 30 years ago. 


Jon had come into Calgary a day early to work on some local press, and get a little downtime. He hadn't had a 
day to spend writing and getting lost in his own head in a couple of months - and they were only 20 or so 
shows into this tour. 


He hadn't seen Richie yet when he headed over to sound check. He hadn't heard from him at all - not even a 
text - since the last show, and that was weird. But he knew that he'd headed home to his daughter, and that 


wasn't terribly uncommon. 


He was walking around the venue while Hugh, TT and David started soundcheck. TT and David could run all of 
sound check except for Jon's mic, so he took his time. Something was off, and Jon couldn't figure out what it 


was. 


He saw Matt walk onto the floor and headed his way. He looked down at his watch, it was almost 4pm. Where 
the hell was Richie? 


"Jonny?" Jon spun around to face his brother who was approaching *quickly* and looked stressed/pissed.. 
something. He couldn't read that look on his face, but it couldn't be good. 


"Jonny, there are about 6 radio stations in here. Come back into the locker rooms with me." 
Yeah. This definitely wasn't good. Jon sprinted into the locker room with Matt on his tail 

"| heard from Rich. He won't be here tonight" 

"Huh?" 

"You need to decide if you and Bobby are prepared to do the full setlist." 


"Huh? What? Why? Is he sick? Hurt? Ava ok??" Jon couldn't comprehend what was going on yet. Jon pulled his 
phone out of his pocket to check in with his best friend, his lover, his brother, his right hand man 


Matt just shook his head with that look that he'd get when he'd take Jon's phone before a show. "He won't take 
your call, Jon | don't know what is going on for sure. He said he needed to be home for Ava. Past that, | have 
no idea what his intentions are. But he does not want to talk to you." 


Jon's mind started scrambling as he burst into tears. Tears of frustration, tears of anger, tears of absolute 
hurt. Things had been great the last few shows - Richie was sounding the best he had sounded in 7 years - 
since he first started losing the battles with drugs, drinking, and Heather. Jon cycled through his thoughts - 
Richie had bolted quickly after the Lubbock, TX show, without spending the night with Jon. And they almost 

always spent that night together before splitting for more than a couple of days. Usually playful, snuggly and 


in the last few years - making more passionate love than anything else. 


Had he done something to piss Richie off? He'd done so much over the years to piss Richie off.. but Richie 


*never* walked away from a fight. Ever. Even if it came down to a fight, Richie was not averse to 
confrontation. Neither of them were - which is how they'd worked out so many differences of the last 30 


years and remained lovers, friends, songwriters, and this was for life at this point, wasn't it? 

"Jonny, go find Bobby. If you two can't swing tonight, you have some difficult calls to make. | can't get Phil 
here in 4 hours. It's impossible - he's in Toronto. And well, we have Richie's guitars, not his." Phil X wouldn't 
touch Richie's guitars, for any reason 

"Oh tonight is happening. And tell him if he wants to talk to me, I'll call him tomorrow. Call Phil and see if he 
can get on the next plane. I'll need him here tomorrow. Call his techs. Call everyone. And tell Mom." He knew 
he'd need to melt down on his mom, the only person who *really* grasped his relationship with Richie as much 
as Dorothea. 

"Ok. You go find Bobby. But give me your phone." 

Jon looked puzzled. He looked up and into his "baby" brother's face and relented. "Take TT and David's, too." 

"| will. You go get a Plan B together." 


Jon nodded. "Get X. If we can't get him..." 

Jon would be screwed. He knew that. He briefly wondered what Snake was up to these days. They only talked a 
couple of times a year, when he was back home. 

"Do you want me to tell the band?" 

"No. That's on me." Jon through some cold water onto his face and prepped himself, mentally. He had to steel 
himself for the next 8-4 hours to get through tonight. He needed to find his emotional off switch --something 
he'd never been able to find easily. It made him a teary-eyed romantic. A beautiful human being. A fantastic 
leader. 

But a vulnerable man. 

He choked down a sob and went out to pull the other guys into the locker room. 


This was the worst day he'd had since that last show of the New Jersey tour and the days that followed. 


And even he knew - this was just starting. 


Breaking the News 


Author's Notes: 
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Jon found Bobby, who had known him since he was a kid. Jon wanted to cancel the show and jet to LA. 
Alternating between that feeling, wanting to curl up in a corner and bawl, and wanting to beat the hell out of 


Richie, he knew he had to focus on anger and perform well out of spite to get through tonight. He was scared 


to death. 


Mostly right now though, he was pissed. He had been left with not enough time to find a replacement - or to 
even verify that the replacement he wanted was available. And they had a bigger show tomorrow in Edmonton 


He hated this part of Canada - the people were awesome but it took forever to get here. 
Bobby knew something was wrong. 


Jon was curt, as he gave him a modified setlist and told him that he'd play lead on Runaway and Wanted, and 
needed to make sure that Bobby was good for everything else. Jon sent him to go get a song book from 
Richie's guitar tech just in case. 


As Tico and Lemma came off the stage and into the locker room, Jon pulled them into his dressing room. 
Standing there just the three of them left, Jon fought tears. Firing Alec had been a piece of cake. It was 
warranted. Jon felt like Richie had ran off and left him, because he had. 


TT and Lemma were not oblivious. They knew everything about Jon and Richie, at least the key parts of their 
dynamic. They knew how much Richie meant to Jon, and they knew how wrecked Jon had been without Richie 
during his previous short stints in rehab. They would figure that out later -- for now, they had to get their 
quarter back and leader through tonight. The rest, they'd take day by day. 


For a planner like Jon, they knew that was going to be brutal, but they had to do the only thing they could 
And Richie had left them without any other options. 


TT walked out back to smoke and Lemma grabbed Jon and held him tight. Jon had been there for Lemma 
through an unexpected and painful divorce - and without uttering the words they both knew that's what this 


was. 


Jon turned to walk out and Lemma grabbed him by the waist. Jon had various dynamics and relationships with 
all of the band members over the years, but Lemma was the one that had always been a constant friend and 


brother. Never more. 


"Jonny. boss.. don't bolt after the show tonight. You're with me tonight. No buts.” 


Jon nodded. They had two back-to-back shows and he needed to force himself to push through those before 
he could even process what was going on. Dot was likely to learn about this when the entertainment news got 
word, which she wouldn't be thrilled about, but he knew if he called her that he'd break down - and she would 
understand that. 


Lemma headed to his own locker room to wrap his hands in hot rags. Ever since the saw accident, he felt the 


arthritis in his hands every night. 


He tried to call Richie and got the message that the person he was trying to call was not available. Apple speak 
for ‘this person is not accepting phone calls from you and has blocked your number: Before he had the chance 


to try other numbers, Matt was there to take his phone. 

Lemma knew his relationship with Jon was going to change, at least for now. He had a lot to figure out. Jon 
was his best friend, his boss, and his biggest fan. But they'd never been intimate or in any sort of power 
exchange. Hell, Lemma had never even spanked a girl playfully. And he knew what Jon needed at times - and 
why. He understood the endorphins. And he understood how Jon could get stuck in his head. 


Could he, the gentle, level-headed, primarily submissive in nature, pianist step into a new role with Jon? 


He wasn't sure how good he'd be at it, but he was going to try. 


Lemma? 


Author's Notes: 
No sex or BDSM yet. Building Lemmas character. 


Jon was on fire that night. He was angry, passionate, and full of motivation to keep his band - and his staff - 
energized and optimistic. He couldn't help but wonder what was going through the minds of all the fans - but 
with Richie's recent drug issues and public marital problems, he assumed at least that part didn't need 


explaining from him. Which was great, since he had no explanation. 


Matt had called Dot. She found out from him, at least, before it made the news back home in New Jersey. 
With the time zone differences, it was a little easier to avoid her seeing things on the news first. That, and 
she wouldn't be caught dead watching entertainment news. Matt also told her that he'd commandeered Jon's 
cell phone, with no intentions of returning it unless Richie called She agreed that was the best plan for now. 
She also asked Matt if he thought she should head to Calgary - he said no, not yet. Jon's got to get through 
the first few days of this on his own, to have a chance of finishing this tour. 


That spoke volumes: no one knew exactly what Richie told Matt, but it was enough that Matt wasn't optimistic 
that Richie was ever going to be back. 


Jon did two short encores, and headed off the stage into the locker room. A quick change of his shirt, and he 
was rushed out of the locker room and into a waiting car. In the old days, he hated this level of security - he 
wanted more personal interaction with his fans. Tonight, that was the last thing that he wanted. 


Richie had been slated to stay in Jon's suite, so Lemma canceled his room and moved into Jon's. He got to the 
room right after Jon stepped out onto the balcony to smoke a cigarette. So far, it looked like he was holding it 
together pretty well. 


Dave and TT had been around so long, they were familiar with the D/s dynamics in the relationship between 
Jon and Richie. As much as Dave had always respected Jon's privacy when it came to those needs, he could 


tell when Jon was in need. When Jon needed to be taken out of his own headspace. 


Unbeknownst to Jon and Richie, sweet, innocent Dave had been in his own D/s relationships off and on for 
years, always as the submissive. He just didn't feel like that was the rest of the band's business. And he knew 
that Jon and Richie had been lovers since back in the days at the Fast Lane. He didn't believe either of them 
were gay, or even really bisexual - ok, Richie probably was omnisexual, especially when he was loaded - they 
just had a connection with each other, which Lemma would have understood better than anyone -- had they 


tried to have a real conversation about it, which Jon and Richie had always been afraid to do. 


Dave understood that. After all, he and TT had almost gone there once, a million years ago. He was glad they 


hadn't - especially when he had seen the awful, knock down, drag out fights that Jon and Richie could get into. 


As Jon would later refer to them, like fire and gasoline. 


Because Dave was the mild-mannered, easygoing one of the entire band, no one really questioned anything he 
said, including whether or not he was straight. He had known he was bi since he was at Julliard. He just didn't 
tell anyone. And being single with no kids for so long, he had kept a steady girlfriend on the tour with them for 
a several of those early years and she was with him most of the time on the road. They had divorced a few 
years ago, in an ugly, ugly painful divorce that completed blindsided Dave. He hadn't dated anyone since. But he 
remembered how Jon had been there for him. Forever. And never wavering in his support of David's other 


interests and his solo piano work. 

Lemma believed, on some level, that D/s for Jon was very much centered around his cock. After all, 
everything else in Jon's life was. Actually, he thought to himself, no.. Jon was always chasing the next big high. 
And thankfully, he didn't often use drugs to get there. 


Dave walked out onto the balcony and put his arms around Jon's waist - startling Jon. He knew Dave was in 


there, but the tenderness - the intimacy - of the grip caught Jon off guard. 
"Hey, Captain. How are you doing?" 


"| don't know," Jon said, with surprising control in his voice. He hadn't cried yet. At this point, he figured that 
he'd need help to get there. "I think right now, I'm numb." 


"Do you know anything more than you did before the show?" Jon shook his head. Dave still had his hands on 


Jon's waist, and now rested his chin on the much shorter front man's shoulder. 
"Matt still has my phone, and I'm certain that's for the best” 

"He has all of ours, though | did try to call Richie before he took mine away: 
"Really?" Jon spun out of David's embrace and turned towards him. 

"He had my number blocked already. | didnt get anywhere with him 


"Oh." Jon hadn't quite expected that. He ground out his cigarette and carried the butt into the hotel room and 
dropped it in the trash. 


For the first time since 1992, Jon had no idea what to do next. Richie had been a part of his life longer than he 


hadn't been, and right now the unknown was making Jon feel like his right arm had just been cut off. 


(0 hours, 10 years 
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David opened one of the bottles of Malbec that was sitting in the mini-kitchen of the suite. He poured two 
glasses, and brought one to Jon, then sat on the sofa He was surprised, too, that Jon was holding it together 


as well as he was. 


Then he realized that Jon was staring at the phone, willing it to ring. None of them had considered the landline 
option these days. 


"Stanley?" Lemma asked, asking if Jon was registered in the hotel with one of his favorite pseudonyms. 
"Yeah." 


There was knocking on Jon's door. Seemed odd, but then he realized he'd had his phone taken away. Dave let 
Tony and Matt into the room. They both looked almost surprised that Jon was as intact and at least for the 
moment, as sober as he was. Truth was though, Jon was on autopilot. Damn near dissociating, if he were to 


verbalize it. This was surreal. 


Jon gulped down his wine, and just sat on the sofa with his head in his hands. He had no idea what the hell to 
do. He turned and looked up at Matt, who was still standing. Jesus, his ‘baby’ brother was a big dude. 


"Matt? I'm going to need something to sleep tonight. To have any hope." Everyone nodded. This was a sane, 
controlled response to an insane situation. It was a good sign, with a show the next day, too. But everyone 
within eye shot knew. They all knew and couldn't dare say it out loud. Or well, they didn't know what the hell 
was going on, but couldn't say that or say what they thought it was going to do to Jon. 


Matt and Tony left. Lemma looked at Jon's empty glass, and filled it. "What else do you need tonight?" 
"A setlist for tomorrow." 


"Done. What else?" It was a loaded statement, they both knew it. 
Lemma set down Jon's glass, newly full of wine. He could write a setlist for any of their tours in his sleep - 
but one for the 2st night of this tour? No problem at all. He walked over to his own gear and dug out a t- 


shirt and gym shorts to put on before he headed to the bathroom to wash off his makeup and pull his hair 
back. 


David paused to look at the face in the mirror. He briefly remembered the kid that he'd been when he first 


met the shyer-than-you'd-expect Jon in high school, and started doing his homework for him in the basement 
of the Fast Lane while Jon was upstairs trying to get as many gigs scheduled as he could. They had always 
been great at sharing responsibilities and duties within the band - but this was new, even for them. And if you 
had asked him even a couple of months ago, David would have told you that he didn't think there was much 
they hadn't already done. 


Briefly, he smiled as he thought of the old Jon. The young, vibrant, cocky-as hell, humble-when-he-needed-to- 
be front man that post Slippery When Wet could have sold the Brooklyn Bridge to anyone who would spend 5 


minutes with him. 


There wasn't even a shell of that man left in the other room. Not tonight. And David was smart enough to 
know that he wasn't likely to see that man again anytime soon. Divorce is one thing. His divorce with April had 
been painful. But it wasn't like this. Jon and Richie had that once in a lifetime musical connection that carried 
over to friendship, love, and after time - hate. The band had been watching them slowly self-destruct and get 
angrier and angrier over the last 5 years - but it had been so long, they had all hoped it was just a phase. 
And no one thought it would come to this. 


David and Tico, and even to a certain extent, Hugh, who had been with them for 19 years now, were all in shock 
themselves. But as with many things band-related, their feelings had to take a backseat. If they lost Jon, 


nothing else would matter. 


Matt brought an ambien and clonopin for both of them, and essentially ran. Matt had been picking his 
brother's ass out of crowds, playing body guard, chauffeur, manager and a host of other roles over the last 
20 or so years - but this role, he wasn't cut out for. Tony would be better at this. Richie had always been 


Jon's emotional support person.. no one really knew how or what roles they needed to assume yet. 


Jon swallowed his with what was left of his wine and got up to make himself some tea. David brought back 


sweats and a sweatshirt for Jon. "Go wash up," he said as he took his share of the meds from Jon. 


Short of telling Jon to fix an equipment malfunction, he couldn't think of the last time he *told* Jon what to 
do. David and Jon were about equally religious - believing, if not sure in what. David muttered a quiet prayer 


while Jon went to the bathroom to wash up. 


"Please God.. get us through this next month." He thought if they could do 30 days.. they could get through 
the next 30 days, when that time came. "And any extra help you could give the three of us tonight, we surely 


need it." 


David wasn't pretending that this was easy on them. He initially thought the three of them - him, Jon, and TT. 
Then he thought Jon, Richie and himself. He didn't know where Richie was, or what on earth was going through 
his mind - but he suspected wherever he was, tonight wasn't going to be easy on him either. David had 

separated from Richie a long time ago - back when the drugs and booze really started to sink in their teeth - 


but he wouldn't wish this on anyone, on either side. 


Jon walked back into the living room of the suite, in his sweats now. With the makeup off of his face, he looked 
gaunt. David couldn't help but think that Jon had aged I0 years in the last 10 hours. 


Shattered 
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"Come to bed, Jon" 


Between the ambien, the clonopin, and a few glasses of red wine - Jon was pretty numb. He'd been numb since 


earlier in the day. He hadn't lost his cool, bit anyone's head off, or even cried yet. 


Somewhere, deep down, he believed that this was inevitable. He'd led a charmed life, always having the best of 
both worlds. He had the best family. He'd married his best friend. He was supporting himself, and I15 or so 
other people. Played in the best rock and roll band in the world, and one of the longest-surviving. He wanted 
for nothing. 


Sooner or later - the ride was bound to end, right? He thought back briefly over the friends he'd lost to 
drugs, cancer, AIDS, freak accidents over the years. He was thankful Richie was alive. But this was rock and 
roll, and the poet needs the pain. He smiled to himself. He'd written some really cheesy lines over the years. 


Jon walked into the bedroom, looking beat. Dave had put a few bottles of water on both sides of the bed, and 
was thankful Matt had a decent stash of sleep meds for Jon. Dave had a few options, too, but didn't need the 
grief he'd get for .. off-label use. Not that he thought anyone would care tonight: 


Jon curled up in bed, and lay on his side. David looked at his best friend, his mentor, his front man, his pain in 
the ass boss, and his broken soul laying there, confused and hurt. He tucked Jon in, kissed his forehead, and 
walked back into the other room. Initially to turn the lights off, but he thought he should probably check in 
with Teek. 


"Yo," Teek answered the phone. Many a night he and David had sat on the balcony of one of their suites, 
processing the night's show. Or some nights, not processing the night's show but bitching about their boss. 


"He's in bed." 
"Thank God. How is he doing?" 
"Broken. Dissociated. Not here." 


‘tm not sure that's a bad thing." 
"Me neither, but I'm not sure it's a good thing, either. Necessary." 


"Is he sober?" 


"Ish. No more or less than any given night. He's had a few glasses of wine poured into him. Got meds for both 


of us from Matt" 
"Has he said anything? At all?" 


"Teek, | don't think he knows any more than we do. If they had a fight, | don't think it was a career-ending, 
friendship-ending one. Jonny's too stunned for them to have had a fight. You've seen how angry he and Richie 


can get at one another" 
"Do you need anything?" 

"A one-way ticket to LA and a baseball bat?" Neither laughed. 
"Tonight?" 


"Not yet. I'm going to have a couple more glasses of wine, before | join Jon If he stays asleep, we're good. Till 
morning, anyway. At some point, we're going to need to talk to Dot more, and she's going to want to join us. | 


don't know yet if thats the best plan. We have too much to figure out, the three of us." 
"Tell him | love him. Take care of you. Let me know if | can do anything, or if you need to tap out for awhile.” 
"Will do." 


Dave hung up the phone, turned the lights off, and walked into the bedroom, shutting and locking the door 
behind him. He looked over at Jon, who was snoring softly. He couldn't remember the last time he'd seen Jon 
sleep peacefully. And while this was one of the worst days of Jon's life, he did look oddly at peace. Like 30 


years of riding the rails and taking all the risks, loving hard and fierce... had run its course. 


David crawled into bed and switched the light off. He didn't set an alarm - tomorrow's show was close, a car 


ride, not a plane. Someone would make sure they were where they needed to be, when they needed to be 


there. 


Jon stirred slightly, and whimpered just a bit in his sleep. David wrapped his arms around him, and curled 
around Jon's warm body. He nuzzled his face into Jon's hair, happy it was longer these days than it had been. 


He'd been coveting that boy's straight hair for 40 years now. 


He held on tight. He couldn't lose two friends. Not like this, and not this way. While Jon managed to sleep better 
than he had in months, David never really relaxed that night. The meds hadn't done enough for him. He and TT 
hadn't vocalized nearly enough tonight. He was missing *his* other half tonight. TT had been his rock all these 
years, when Jon and Richie had run off together to do everything. There was no romance or anything like 


that... just an unbreakable bond. 


He held on tight to Jon, knowing that he knew exactly what that bond felt like. And his had just been shattered 


Waking Up 
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Lemma discovers Jon is covered in old bruises. 


David slept like shit, but that was fine. He usually slept OK, so he could go a few days in hyper-vigilant mode. 
Jon woke up on his own, and was making coffee by llam. The smell stirred David out of bed. 


He walked into the kitchenette and greeted Jon, who had a serious look on his face but other than that, looked 
like he did most any other morning. David hugged him, and took another mug out of the cabinet. Neither of 
them were particularly chatty before they had their coffee. Or 2pm. Whichever came first. Ah, the rock and 


roll life. 
Jon sat on the sofa and flipped the TV on. "I ordered breakfast." 
"Great! How did you sleep?" 


"Really well. Thank you for last night." 
"| didn't really do much, Jonny." 


"Still. You were.. there. Without blinking." 


“Captain. what else would | do?" Jon didn't have an answer. He stood up, took off his sweat shirt and grabbed 
his cigarettes and sunglasses. David whistled. 


Now he knew why Jon had dressed in the bathroom last night. Jon's back was absolutely covered in old 
bruises. David quickly did the math in his head - there was no way Jon had seen Richie in the last two weeks. 
And that was part of the shock that they were all processing - Richie could have given them plenty of notice 
if he wasn't showing up for a show or two, and didn't. 


He wasn't sure that Jon even knew that his back was still marked up. Goddammit, Richie. What the hell did you 
do to him that last night??el?l? 


Tico rang the room and said he was on his way over. Fuck, David thought. He hadn't planned on telling Jon he'd 
seen the bruises, but he *really* needed Jon to put his sweatshirt back on before TT got up there. 


David walked out onto the balcony and threw the sweatshirt at Jon. He couldn't see Jon's eyes behind the dark 
sunglasses. "Teek is on his way up." Jon nodded. He didn't know he was that marked still, but inferred He stood 
up and put the sweatshirt back on - and David noticed that the bruises weren't just on his back. Jon was 
covered in bruises that were still healing. 


Fucking Richie. 


Matt was banging on the door, which saved David from having to engage Jon in a conversation about anything 


serious yet. David let him in and poured him a cup of coffee, too. "Tico is on his way up, too." 
"Great," Matt said. "X just got to Edmonton" 


Oh thank God. 


These Days, Part | 
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As they got in the car to head to Edmonton, Matt and Lemma jumped in the car with Jon. Matt handed him 
his phone. Jon hadn't even thought to miss it yet. His first call was to Richie. Straight to voicemail. He was 
pretty sure Richie had already blocked his calls. 


Immediately, he called Dorothea next. 
"Hi babe." 


"Do you want me to come to you?" She didn't bother to ask him how he was. She knew. Worse, she had talked 
to Ava. She knew more than anyone. She was Aunt Dacki to the kids of the band.. and she had always been 
close to Ava Hard not to be, when Richie and Heather pretty much had their own suite at their house in Red 
Bank. 


"Not yet. Though | feel like they've got me on suicide watch," Jon wasn't even joking as he looked up and tried 
to force a smile to David and Matt. "Do me a favor though - call our attorney and arrange for a $250,000 


donation to homeless in Calgary.” 


"Call me after the show tonight, if you're up for it. | love you." Dorothea had never been prouder of her 
rockstar at that moment. Having the worst days of his life and he was focused on his fans - worried they had 
been let down last night, expecting that piece of shit, Richie. He wanted to leave Calgary on a good note. Doing 


something good, for the people who might never be able to afford even a cheap seat to one of his shows. 


It wasn't that Dorothea had always disliked Richie, she hadn't. And she loved him dearly when he was sober. He 
had helped mold Jon into the man he was today. But unlike so many rockstars who burn out young because of 
drugs and booze, Richie hadn't gotten out of control till they were already over 40. She didn't get it, and while 
she stayed out of the limelight, she wasn't that far removed from the rockstar scene that she hadn't seen 
others go down this road. 


She had been ready to strangle Richie when Jon came home after Lubbock, Texas show. He tended to run 
around the house in gym shorts and a t-shirt when he was home, always barefoot, and he was so bruised 
that he couldn't do that this time. Usually it was simply a matter of not wanting the kids to see. This time, 
she didn't want to look, either (and she and Richie had spent 30 years enjoying each other's bruises on Jon 
Openness had its benefits.) 


She had never, ever asked for specifics unless Jon was offering. When Richie and Heather split, she asked Jon 
to use condoms. That was about as involved as she ever got. And she hadn't really needed to say that - Jon 
had always been STD phobic, and had become germ phobic in recent years. She worried that eventually, when 
Jon had done all the tours and all the things, that he was going to become a shut-in. 


When he got home from Texas, the kids were all at school. He was exhausted by the time he had landed, but 
he was home by noon. They had a few hours alone together before the kids got home. In early years, they'd 
been all over each other when he got home. Now, it was more about snuggling into each other's arms and 


reconnecting, quiet time to talk about anything but the road. 


Jon stripped naked and went to jump in the shower before Dorothea add it upstairs. He always wanted to wash 
off the road before crawling into his bed at home. 


Dorothea took her bra off and kicked her shoes off. She was pulling her socks off when Jon stepped back into 
their bedroom wearing only a towel. 


"What the fuck, Jon!!?!?" Not one to overreact, she couldn't believe he was so beat up, front and back, above 
the waist. She shivered thinking about what his ass and thighs would look like. "That's not even fresh - Rich 


went home last night!" 
"Yeah, | wanted to warn you, but time got away from me." 


"Put your gym shorts on and crawl into bed" For the first time in she wasn't sure how long, she watched her 
husband of almost 24 years reach into his dresser for boxer shorts. "That's fine, she said, but | want to see 
everything before those go on" 


Jon dropped the towel, grabbed his boxers and walked over to the bed. He didn't like the look on her face, and 
she didn't like how deeply bruised he was. He turned around and let her see his backside. Dot wasn't sure how 


he even sat down on the plane or in the car. 


She didn't say anything as he dropped the boxers and shorts too, and ran his fingers through his dirty blonde 
hair attempting to get it to behave a little while it was still damp. 


Dorothea curled up on her side, and patted the bed beside her. She wanted to be mad, she wanted to hit Richie 
with a lug wrench, but mostly, she wanted Jon's bruised body in her arms. She smiled as he crawled into bed 
and towards her like a cat. Ok, maybe she wanted to poke those bruises some, too. She had never hit him that 
hard, or that much. This was clearly a combination of both. 


He came at her playfully and couldn't wait to be inside her. She enjoyed digging her nails into his beat up flesh 
as he fucked her. He collapsed on the bed and was out in minutes. Guess they would have that talk tonight. 


These Days, Part 2 


Author's Notes: 
Delving into the Jon/Richie split finally. 


After dinner, a movie, and a night with the kids including Steph, Jon and Dorothea snuggled into bed together. 
Years ago, Jon had a custom bed made for them - the size of about 3 king beds put together - so that the 


whole crew could lay in bed snuggling and watching a movie. It was one of his best ideas ever. 
But now the kids had wandered back to their own suites, and they were finally alone. 
Jon looked at Dorothea - "This is going to be a long story.’ 


"| figured." 


It had started in Columbus. Every time he played in Ohio, something stupid happened - including freak off- 
season blizzards. One of his leg injuries had been there. He had felt ‘off going into the show, and came off 
stage feeling even worse. It was March lOth. 


Jon had an agreement with Rich - if he forgot words, or missed a chord during a solo - that was automatic 
punishment. Tonight, he'd missed words not once, but twice. Their play had stalled for awhile - or at least 
become a lot less frequent - but in the last 6-8 months leading up to this tour, things had gotten better. 
Richie had the spring in his step back, and looked so good. Jon was glad that they were getting back to where 
they were - he had missed it. He'd take the punishment - it would help get both of them in the mood for 
more. Once upon a time, they'd had the same agreement for Richie's mistakes, but - Jon had given up on that. 


He still needed the processing/closure that Richie didn't (at least not these days). 


After the show though, Richie spent a lot of time taking phone calls and then disappearing on Jon, before it 
was time to head to the hotel. Jon was suspicious - he was the one that seemed to walk around with a phone 


glued to his head on off days. 


Richie finally wandered into his room in the adjoining suite about Tam. A few years ago, they had decided to 
move into two-bedroom suites. Even though they didn't always sleep in the same bed anymore, Jon rested 


better knowing Richie was right there - for so many reasons. If he could see him, he knew he was safe. 


Jon really hadn't been up for a night alone. He sent Tony a text message, looking for drugs, and he wasn't 
disappointed. As he sat alone in his hotel room and did several lines of coke, he wondered how he'd gotten back 


to this. 


This - not knowing where Richie was, not knowing what the future held, not knowing why he felt like everything 
was falling apart. And getting high solo felt strange - even though he'd stopped the occasional high when Richie 
went into rehab. It had been awhile, and when he started to come down, he called one of the new guys’ techs, 
ad got something a little stronger this time. Jon sat alone, out on the balcony, chain smoking. He watched the 
sun rise and then set again - it was definitely weird to be this far north. He rubbed the two injection points on 
the inside of his arm, craving a little more, he thought - when Richie walked in Richie was sober. Jon would 


have actually understood more if he hadn't been. 


Richie leaned over the back of Jon's chair and kissed his forehead He saw how fast Jon's heart was beating, 
and he waited for him to open his eyes. He saw the wild look and Jon's pupils. Goddammit. 


Richie tucked Jon into bed, and turned his phone off. He sat and watch Jon sleep until he dozed off himself. 


They had a full day and a half before they needed to fly to St. Louis. Jon could sleep later - Richie woke him 
up. 


"boy." Richie was not in the mood to hear excuses after the amount of hell he'd been through dealing with his 
own drug issues - and he stays out one night without Jon, and *Jon* gets high? And *he* was the one with 


a drug problem. 
Jon was stirring, starting to wake up. Richie flipped him onto his belly and yanked his jeans down. 


The last few years, their play had changed. And it was more about discipline, and in some cases, some pretty 
outdated agreements, with very little sex as a result of play. But they did still find time to be intimate now 
and then - just not like they had been when they were younger. 


Jon groaned and tried to roll back over. "Leave me alone," Jon muttered. He wasn't really awake - but every 
now and then he did have one of the flashbacks to other times he'd been in trouble. Richie knew Jon was stil 
high. Dammit. Damned double standard. He stripped his belt from his jeans quickly, and landed it square across 
Jon's bare ass. 


These Days, Part 3 


Author's Notes: 
No specific sex or BDSM. Lots of back story still. Some drug use. 


Things had started out good for Jon and Richie in Columbus. They had arrived early, had an early dinner with a 
few tour people at Lindey's, and then headed off to Nationwide Arena. So far, he and Richie were doing the 
best they had been in a few weeks. TT and Lemma had finally been able to let their guard down a little bit 
with all that was going on TT had Lou Cox on speed dial these days. 


But somehow, in the late night hours before Richie wandered back to the hotel and now, when he had a belt in 
his hand going after Jon - something had broken 


When great relationships come to a screeching halt, it's rarely one little thing that causes it. It's rarely one 
major blowup that is tabloid-worthy. It's all the little things - all the annoyances, all the grief, all the good 


times, all the memories - all rolled up into one moment that you can no longer run away from. 


He let loose on Jon's ass with all his might - he was pissed. And as the one that first started pulling Jon to 
the darker side of S€M, he wasn't thrilled with his own reaction. He never hit in anger. Of course, right now, 


he wasn't really sure what he was even mad about. 


Jon was obedient, and subservient - even if he was angry with Richie for being out till all hours. It just wasn't 
something they did any more. But Richie didn't exploit Jon's headspace. He wanted to crash and sleep, and Jon 


was wanting to ... process things. 


God, Jon *always* had to process things. THat's why they had entered into the the "you fuck up, you get 
beat" arrangement - because Jon would simmer for days over one fuck up - whether his own, or worse - 
someone else's. As a band, they were all pretty happy with the arrangement that got Jon's head out of that 


space. 


Richie crashed, and Jon was up by noon - and ready to get on the road to Cleveland. Richie wasn't. He was 
*dreading* this Cleveland show, and he didn't even know why. He started to wonder, if he was just *done.* 


In the car, Richie wasn't talkative. He dozed off and on, and then feigned sleep for most of the rest of the trip. 
If he could get through this Cleveland show, maybe he could talk to Jon on the two day break. 


He didn't know what he wanted to say. That he wanted to go home? That he missed his daughter? That he felt 
like she was all he had left after his dad died (he didn't have Jon’ enormous, close-knit family). That he felt like 
his very passion for music was now being drained out of him every night? He'd had these feelings before - 


but mostly on the New Jersey tour, where they all were exhausted, hung over, and ignoring one another by 


the end. 


Richie said a silent prayer to himself - let this pass, God. He's the best thing that's ever happened to me. 


By the time they arrived at Quicken Loans arena, Jon was awake and Richie was struggling. Richie got high 
before the show, but as he rationalized it, only a little. 


TT knew. Lemma knew. Everyone seemed to pick up on it except for Jon, would couldn't understand why Richie 
didn't come near him on the stage. And of course, he internalized it - he thought Richie was still mad at him 
from the night before. Jon wouldn't go on stage high - but as soon as he got off that stage, he took whatever 


was in Tony's hands. 


It wasn't like Tony signed off on or supported any member of the band or the crew using drugs - no one did. 
But the reality of the situation was that they all knew *someone* in the band or on the crew was going to 
get high on any given night - and at least they knew what Tony had was safe, and no one was going to make 
national headlines with a dumbass drug bust. Tony didn't narc on anyone, ever. That wasn't his job. 


After the show, the band fell into the Renaissance hotel attached to the Q. Jon sat in the room wondering - 


did Richie get his own room? Was he going to stay out again? 


Richie came into the room just after midnight. He looked at Jon "Since you already know l'm using again - may 
as well join me." Resentment seethed from Richie's lips - he was angry that Jon could use and *not* keep 
using. He wasn't an addict. And Richie hadn't always been - so the fact that Jon could just turn it off, pissed 
him off. 


They got high together - for the first time in at least b or T years, Jon figured. Then they had angry sex - 
and then angry play - then more angry sex. Jon was pretty bruised by the next morning, but so was Richie. 


Not for the same reasons, but it was pretty clear they were malfunctioning. 


It was about an 8 hour ride to St Louis from where they were, with the travel time and convoy nonsense 
they were going to deal with on the road. Jon and Richie didn't interact with one another, with both of them 


taking turns feigning sleep and ignoring one another. 


It was March Il. 


These Days, Part 4 


Author's Notes: 
No sex or BDSM. 


Jon and Richie managed to check into their suite with no issues. They had two nights to kill before the show, 


and without even looking at one another - they came to a consensus that there would be drugs. 


Richie didn't do needles, ever. Jon would do, if someone else was injecting him. The massive steroid shots he'd 
done back on SWW and NJ tours had broken him from any desire he might have ever had or any curiosity 
about IV drugs. He didn’t really *need* the harder drugs anyway, he told himself. 


The next two nights were rough. Usually they would do some sort of catered dinner for the crew on an off 
night, and do a movie or some other goofy excuse for fun - or watch a game, if it was football season. The 
band moved on, and had their own gatherings - Jon and Richie were just very noticeably absent from 


everything. 


Tony and Matt had tried to talk to Jon about what was going on - but he was essentially mute. He was angry 
and detached, and told them he was not leaving the room. They were baffled, but they weren't crossing any 
lines with their brother - he had a set line in the sand that they just couldn't cross in their professional roles. 
It made maintaining relationships as brothers harder than the average person - they thought, anyway. They 
didn't exactly have anything to compare it to. 


By the I3th, they managed to do lunch together as a band, including Hugh. Jon and Richie both looked like hell. 
Jon was drinking hot tea with lemon juice in it. His hands looked bruised. Without saying much at sound check, 
Jon got the setlist out, walked through it, and tested the lights with the audibles. Everything was working well 


from him perspective. 


By the time it was show time, not even Wanted could do it for either of them. The connection wasn't there. It 
seemed like they were just looking at ghosts, shadows.. memories. The passion was gone. And it was killing Jon 
as he stood on stage and heard Richie do only the bare minimum for backup vocals, and to see the light, the 


love, the passion.. in his lover's eyes.. just gone. 


They had a lot of thoughts running through their heads when they came off the stage that night. They had 
both been met with a glimpse - a tiny glimpse - of where they might be heading if they couldn't get stuff 
together. 


The crazy duo running the front of Bon Jovi were coming apart at the seams, and no one seemed to see it 


coming until it was in full unravel. 


Jon paused. He wanted there to be more. He wanted there to be an easy, simple, and most importantly, a 
fixable, solution. He looked at his beautiful Dorothea, wondering what he'd ever done to deserve such an 


amazing woman by his side all these years. 


She wasn't ready to interject yet - she waited. She wanted him to get all the way through this story. 


By St Louis, things seemed better. We had spending so much time fucking and playing - it felt like we were kids 
again, to be honest, Jon said. Coming out of his moment of dissociation and back into the present. We were 
decent on stage together in St. Louis. So for a day or so - | dint even say anything to Richie about it. We 
didn't get high. We just made it through another day and another show. 


Then we got to Oklahoma City. 


There had been convoy issues. There had been a lot of late game changes suggested by the venue owrer, the 
mayor, even the governor of Oklahoma. This was the nit picky stuff that could make Jon nuts even on his good 


days. 
Today wasn't really one of his "good" days. 


Jon had forgotten and worn a muscle shirt at the last minute as the bottom layer - which meant he couldn't 


leave his shirt off or risk someone seeing bruises. They were still forming, he thought. Maybe they aren't so 


bad yet. 


When performing out in the audience, Jon could feel Richie staring at his ass. He always knew, somehow, after 


all this time. 


He looked up at Dot. He'd never gone into this level of detail about anything with her - he'd never had to, he'd 
never needed to process what was going on like this. He'd never doubted that he would always have Richie - 


after this much time... it was just a given. 


She just held his hand. In some ways, Dot was glad. Glad, because Richie had put Jon through hell these last 
few years. Glad, because Richie wasn't a good influence on Jon like he used to be. Richie used to be the one 
that brought Jon back down to reality and kept him grounded in the studio and on stage. Now, Richie spent his 
time trying to keep himself present. She smiled a bit to herself, but Jon didn't see it. She had a lot of reasons 
to be glad - but not one of them was because she wanted Jon all to herself. She wasn't sure what she'd do 
with that situation. She hadn't been the only person in Jon's life since they were 19. 


And she was glad, too, that this break meant that Jon would never be the one to discover Richie's dead body 


in a hotel room somewhere. 


It hadn't even been IB months since Jani Lane had been found dead. While Jon and band had been lumped into 
the "hairband’ category, they never thought it fit them. But they had socialized with plenty of them back in 
the day. They'd seen so many others pass away in pursuit of the dream that Jon was living. So many of the 
'glam' bands from back in the day had met with horrible fate. 


But there was no way that Jon would ever recover from finding Richie dead. She just wanted to make sure 


that never happened, if she could. 


Lubbock, Texas 


Author's Notes: 
Sex, BDSM, Drugs, Edgy, Emotional. 


They did I'll Be There For You together, as it had been intended. Richie was dead on, his notes were perfect. His 
harmony, golden. They were both at the heaviest weights they had been at in a while, and while it made Jon 
nuts, he also appreciated just how good Richie's ass filled out those skinny jeans tonight. He also knew that he 
had more of a butt, and liked it that way, when he was closer to IBO than he was to his preferred 165. Almost 
no one in his personal life preferred him at 165, but he was way easier to live with when he was closer to his 
goal weight. And he like to flaunt his ass on stage - to anyone who would watch, including Richie. 


It seemed like it had been forever since Richie responded to Jon flirting as part of a show. It had been so long, 
they had been through so much - but Richie felt that stir, just like he always did. That boy could turn him on 
if they were both in a coma, he was certain of it. And he'd follow Jon straight to hell, if it were an option 


He was continually amazed that Jon still turned his middle-aged ass on to the degree that it did. Richie looked 


so much older than Jon now, and he knew the reason, even if he could say it aloud. 


Richie sang all of I'll Be There For You, and while he was, Jon drew some changes on the setlist. He wanted the 
last song tonight to be Living on a Prayer. The show seemed magical to Jon, like everything was back where it 


needed to be. 


He tried to ignore how much drugs and sex had played into the last 24 hours or so. 


After they got off stage, they did a few of their normal taking-care-of-business-steps before everyone 
scattered for two weeks. Be in Calgary in two weeks, a day early if at all possible. Stay out of the news, no 
interviews, and take care of yourself while you're out. Standard. 


Jon did two lines of coke before he headed to the hotel in a separate car, and was stunned when Richie was 
there first. They were 60 minutes away from the venue at the hotel - heading closer to Dallas in order to 
get everyone home tomorrow for almost a full two week long rest. He found himself questioning his own 
judgment when he realized that Richie wasn't even actively aware of his even casual use - something that had 
never, ever happened before. Hell, at times, he'd done lines of coke off of Richie, whatever girl Richie was 


banging, Richie's cock... 
God, he tried not to think about it. 


Of all the things that he and Richie had done together, their drug use was one of his least favorite memories. 


But on the flip side of that, he thought that it was a rite of passage for 80s bands - one that a lot of bands 
didn't make it through. They had. For so long, they had been defying the odds. 


He showered and changed clothes before really approaching Richie. Now he was in his (clean) pair of skin tight 
jeans and a black v-neck t-shirt. He pulled his cross over his head and adjusted it. Richie was sitting on the 


bed, obviously having recently done more cocaine - not that Jon could judge. And he wasn't. 


He thought back to the old movie, 9 1/2 weeks - Richie had made him watch it when they first started 
dabbling in SEM. It was the only "pop fiction’ reference out there, long before 50 Shades of Grey, and so much 
better. The belt whipping scene where she was dressed like a man.. oh, Jon had rushed out to buy that book 
after seeing the movie, and had memorized every word. It was no wonder that some of his songs had thinly 


veiled SM undertones. 


He thought of the movie though - and how fast, intense, and passionate that the affair had been And it was 
over with in less than 3 months. He and Richie had been burning this crazy candle at both ends for almost 30 
years. He had a passionate life with Dorothea, with Richie, with the band, with life on the road - he had too 
much passion And not enough of him. These days, his mood swings could spiral higher than before - and lower 
than ever before. He knew that drugs wouldn't make the situation worse - but it wasn't a regular thing, he 
didn't have the addiction issues that Richie had - and at this point, thought no one would ever know. He didn't 
know what was "off" - what felt like it was missing when he and Richie weren't alone together in a bedroom. 


But he knew that whatever it was - was missing on stage, on the road, and in the studio. 


He thought of the highs. Oh the highs. Rock, BDSM, football, fast cars, fast motorcycles - Jon loved 


endorphins. 


Richie had a dog collar in his hands. Once, eons ago, Richie had fixed that collar around Jon's neck for a 
weekend and claimed him, in pretty much every way imaginable and a few that might make Jon blush to think 
about today. They'd been together forever. Before Rich, Jon didn't think that lifelong relationships between men 


could exist. 


He walked over to Richie, and knelt down in front of him. Oh his knees were getting old for this. "Do you want 


me dressed?" 


Richie shook his head, as he looked for the keys to the lock He found them quickly and locked the collar around 


Jon's neck as soon as he had undressed and resumed kneeling. 


They were both high - on endorphins as well as chemicals. He expected it to be a long night, and it was. They 
took turns, pummeling one another - with their hands, their fists, their toys, their belts, Richie's guitar 
straps.. anything they could reach. At some point, Jon was convinced Richie had taken Viagra, as there was no 


way he could still be going after so many hours! 


At one point, Jon rolled over and smiled at Richie and said "Think we could still get arrested here for the 


things we've done?" Richie couldn't help but laugh.. oh at least a few dozen times over. 


He picked up his guitar strap and lay it on the bed. 


"Jonny." Rich always did some degree of "asking" before he would really go after Jon hard, with force, or with 


something they hadn't done before. Usually, it didn't get any farther than "Jonny..." 

Jon nodded, and put his head down on his arms, as he stretched out naked and already bruised on the bed. 
"Hard?" 

"Would | want anything else at this point?" 


"No, no you wouldn't," Richie sighed. He knew what he was doing. He wish he didn't. He wished that he could walk 
away some other way. Or that somehow, some way, he and Jon could figure out how to be friends, band 


mates, co-authors, and nothing else. 


He tried hard to not break a tear. He couldn't. If he did, he wouldn't be able to do this. Jon would see it. Jon 
would ask. Jon.. might know. It helped that Jon kept his face down. 


The strap wasn't any easier for Jon to take than it had been in 1985. Richie cherished these moments, he 
really did. Jon would surrender to whatever Richie asked of him - and that was part of the problem. Jon would 


fight till his dying day to make this work, and Richie knew that. 
He whipped Jon hard. Fucked him senseless. Whipped him again, this time, not stopping at blood on his back 


(nothing serious - just a few open scabs) - but still - not a limit that he'd ever reached before. And it was 


too far. 
Richie watched his best friend, his front man, his hero... collapse on the bed 


"Goodnight, superman. | love you," Richie muttered at he kissed Jon's head and walked out of the door. 


Home in Nu, still day | 


Author's Notes: 
No sex, no BDSM. 


Richie sat on the side of the bed and waited. He had to wait until Jon had fallen asleep before he packed up and 
headed out. 


Jon would wake up the next morning, alone. 


Snapping back to the next day, in New Jersey, Jon was in tears. 
He hadn't told this to Dorothea 25 weeks ago, when he came home from Texas beat all to hell. 


"He left three things on the bed that morning,” Jon cried. "His King of Swing guitar strap, the studded one that 
he loved to use on me so much, and the collar he put around my neck.. god.." 1188? 1981? 1986 even? Maybe. 


"You knew he was gone." 


"On some level, | think so. Shock, maybe. Sorrow.. denial.. maybe | hit all 5 stages of grief all at once. | couldn't 
tell you. | couldn't tell anyone. | haven't told anyone." 


"Anyone else know you're that beat up?" 
‘Lemma, just from what he's seen the last few days. He wanted a baseball bat and a one way ticket" Jon 
cracked a smile. Lemma and TT were the two steadfastly loyal members of the band, who would step in front 


of a train before letting Jon get hurt. 


Dorothea didn't ask - she let Jon talk, but it was slow and painful. "He didn't call me. He hasn't answered the 
two times that I've called. Don't | at least get the courtesy of a fuck-off call?" 


Dot nodded. He did. But she also knew. Jon would have held on to the death. Of which one, she wasn't sure. 


Back to Winnipeg 


Author's Notes: 
No sex or BDSM. 


Jon couldn't stay home more than 36 hours - even though he desperately wanted to. He wanted to take 
Dorothea back with him, but with no notice - he didn't want to do that to the kids. He'd survive. 


Jon hadn't had the time to talk in any great detail to X about what he wanted, what the future held - hell, he 
didn't know what even he wanted yet. 


Jon left the strap and collar at home. What he didn't tell Dorothea was that Richie had left his ebony cross he 
always wore, too. Jon put it on, and under his dark t-shirt before putting on his dog tags. He'd barely taken it 
off since Lubbock, and had spent most of the last 25 weeks convincing himself that Richie wasn't gone - he 
hadn't said anything. He hadn't quit, he hadn't broken up with him... nothing. 


Lemma flew back to Winnipeg with Jon. They were going to be on the road for 3 weeks without a break. And 
then, they were headed overseas. This is where everything got hairier. They had a lot to figure out before 
they headed to South Africa. Lemma and TT needed to dig in deep with the other Bongiovis to figure out what 
to do. 


As he was leaving, Dorothea kissed him and said, "I love you. Call me, any time, day or night. And I'll be on the 


next plane out." 


"I know baby, | know. Thank you. | love you, and will call you before | lay in bed every night” 


Lemma was more talkative on this flight than he had been in months. Or maybe, it had been a really long time 
since Jon paid any attention to anything other than Richie. Jon realized that now. He signed deeply. He was 
guilty in this. No matter what Richie's real reasons for leaving were - he wasn't innocent. He was an ass. He 
was an easy man to love, but an impossible one to live with. And there was no getting around it - he had 


spent far more days, months, years with Richie than he had with his own wife and kids. 


"You saw the bruises?" Jon looked at Lemma, trying so very hard to keep his shit together and have this 
conversation while his head was still semi-screwed on straight. Lemma nodded. "He looked almost as bad as | 


did, when he left." 


That made sense to Lemma. Jon and Richie had weird ways of dealing with anger and confrontations between 
the two of them - but they had been getting into some pretty nasty fights for about 6-7 years now - ever 


since Richie's marriage ended, and he went into rehab for the first time. Lemma had broken it down to very 


basic terms: Jon and Richie *both* needed two people in their lives in order to feel whole. And that was OK. 
But he wasn't entirely sure they realized how much they desperately needed one another. 


Jon curled up on the airplane seat, and rested his head against Lemma's shoulder while they talked. He felt 


safe. Terrified, but safe. 


He didn't have a plan for anything beyond the show that night. And he hadn't been without a solid, dream-filled, 


wild and crazy plan since high school. 


Jon simply had no idea what to do. 


Winnipeg, Part | 


Author's Notes: 
No sex, BDSM yet. 


Winnipeg in April was cold. 


Jon felt like 100,000,000 fans had him on suicide watch, in addition to his staff and the band, his parents, his 
brothers, Dot, the kids that were old enough to know what was going on.. 


How did he ever get this many people in his life? 


First on his agenda after landing in Winnipeg was to meet one-on-one with X. Lemma went to get settled into 
their suite, and gave Jon space. Jon headed to the bar where X was sitting, alone, long before the bar would 


even open 
"Boss, | know you and Richie had a connection we will never have." 
Jon just nodded. He didn't know if he should even say more. 


"l'Il be the best damned left-hand man you've ever had" Phil reached for Jon's hand, in earnest. "And I'm here 


for as long as you need me." 


Jon smiled. Richie had been his ‘right-hand man’ for many years. And he had no real idea how long he might 
need X to stand in, but he was thankful to have him - and thankful to have Bobby, Hugh, and a host of other 


backup guitarists if he needed. It just wouldn't be the same - especially with their harmonies. 


"Get a vocal coach," X advised him. "We are going to have to work together if you want me to harmonize with 


you. My voice is higher than Richie's, and so is Lemma's." 


Jon hadn't even had a chance to think about that yet. X hugged him and headed off to his room. Jon went to 
join Lemma. He expected by now that Dave would definitely have some ideas about what he wanted/expected of 
Jon right now. Jon hadn't touched his cell phone in a couple of days, and was finding that he enjoyed not having 
it glued to his ear. 


Lemma was on the phone when Jon walked into the suite, so he walked into the other room and stripped off 
his jacket and shirt. In a perfect world, he'd never wear anything but his old dirty, comfortable jeans and no 


shoes. 


He looked over his shoulder into the mirror at the bruises on his back - they were healing, finally. The ones on 


his chest were turning an odd shade of yellow. He couldn't remember being so bruised on his chest before - 
at least not this thoroughly - but he figured it had to have happened at some point along the way from 
something. Lord knew, there wasn't much he hadn't done by this point. 


Lemma was off the phone now, and walked into Jon's room. He motioned for Jon to move into the sitting area 


of the suite. They sat down on the couch, and Jon didn't know what to say. 

"Ill give you as much privacy as you want," Lemma started. "But for now, Matt keeps your phone till after the 
show every night. | don't care who/what you're doing as long as you're safe - so for now, | want you back in 
the suite at night unless me, T, or Matt is with you." 

Jon groaned. Ok, this felt like being babysat. He was 5I for Christ's sake. 

| know you had a discipline contract with Rich." 

"Oh." Jon had no idea how much they knew, just that they knew. 

"Let's figure that out after we get through these first few weeks, ok?" 

Jon was stunned. He didn't think that was an option.. and it was Lemma. God, Lemma had known him forever. 


Maybe that was the point. Lemma was comfortable, known, safe. Here. 


Lemma was here when Jon needed him the most. 


After the Winnipeg Show 


Author's Notes: 
Mild BDSM. 


The Winnipeg show was uneventful. Lemma had done the setlist, with Jon's final OK, and they only did one 
encore. X was on target, and energetic - happy to be there. At this point, 20+ shows into the tour, Jon could 
do just about anything from a trance. 


They had a two-day window before their next show, but it required another trip through customs, so Jon had 
arranged for them to spend the night in Winnipeg before heading back to St. Paul. 


Lemma made it back to the room about the same time that Jon did. There was a quiet peace in the room, as 
he cracked open a bottle of cheap red for Jon He was a pretty simple man to please, in most ways. Most 


people just didn't get close enough to learn what those ways were. 


Jon kicked off his shoes before he ever got into the suite. Oh how he hated shoes. But these days if he wasn't 
careful, he'd fuck up his knees and hips by not paying enough attention to what he was wearing on his feet. 
Thank God they had a staff chiropractor - he made note to see him first thing in the morning. He stripped off 


his shirt, and sat on the couch as he took the glass of wine. 


"Have you talked to him?" Jon asked as he took his now-foreign cell phone out of Lemma's hands. It had only 


been a few days, but it felt like it had been forever. 
"No, | don't think anyone has." Lemma said, with little to no expression on his face. "Maybe Dot" 
"Oh." Jon hadn't even considered that. 


| had thought we could put off talking about things for a couple of weeks.. what do you think?" Lemma sucked 
down his first glass of wine. Jon didn't respond right away. "I can let it go for awhile.. but | think, long term, 


until we know what's going on.. you'll need an outlet for endorphins." 


"Dave.. we've never. Ever. Not even for a minute." Jon tried to think of Lemma that way, and couldn't. He had 
known Dave since he was |5 or lb, and couldn't really remember not knowing him. He was his best friend, aside 
from Richie, and he didn't want to jeopardize that now right now - especially right now. And so much of what 
he and Richie did was sexual - even if Lemma could fill the role of disciplinarian.. it was a fine line, and they 


both knew it. What he and Richie did was sexual, no matter how you looked at the situation 


"You don't think | can," Lemma said with a sigh. Jon nodded. Lemma wasn't wrong. Jon just didn't see it. He got 
up to get a cigarette, and threw his phone onto the bed. He didn't want to call home just yet. He walked out to 


the balcony and lit a cigarette, breathing in deeply the far too familiar taste of a Marlboro Light. Jon almost 
chuckled - Richie had been the one that had encouraged him to switch to lights. He missed his Reds 


sometimes. 


Dave stood behind him. Close behind him. Up against Jon. He wasn't aroused, but he was motivated. He reached 
up Jon's back and grabbed him by the hair as he put out his cigarette. Jon resisted initially, but Lemma 
instantly tightened his grip. He let Lemma lead him to the bedroom. 


Lemma knew too much. He knew that Jon was bruised all over. He knew that Jon was sensitive and raw, and he 
absolutely took advantage of it. Or well, made good use of it. He wanted to be the person that Jon could go to 
for that high. 


Still holding on to Jon by the back of the neck, Lemma reached for Jon's belt buckle. He unbuckled it quickly 
and pulled it out of the loops. Without missing a beat, he bent Jon over the end of the bed and doubled over 
the belt. His first blow was hard and fast. And he didn't let up. 


Lemma whipped Jon hard, never removing his jeans and never making any of it sexual. Somehow, he knew that 
Jon hadn't bottomed since Richie left, and he pushed. He continued whipping Jon after Jon had broken his hold 
and put his arms down on the bed. Jon let go. 

Jon wasn't sure if he could go there again, but Lemma pushed all the buttons that night and beat his ass. 
Afterwards, Lemma left him to sleep his his room alone, and through sobs, Jon changed into his pajama pants. 
Peeling off his damned skintight jeans hurt. 

Jon called Dorothea as soon as he had resumed some degree of composure. 


"Are you OK?" she asked, hearing the quiet, submissive voice she knew well 


"Yes ma'am," he said as he lit another cigarette and walked out onto the balcony. "I just wanted To call you 


before | went to crawl into bed with David" 


On the plane 


Author's Notes: 
No sex, BDSM. Contemplating Lemma vs. Tico. 


Jon woke up the next morning, not as sore as he expected. David was already up and figuring out breakfast. 
Jon was not a breakfast person Someone would put food in front of him on the plane, and he'd eat then. 


He had curled up next to David and crashed hard. Nothing sexual - at all, and that was OK. He was able to just 
curl up next to the closest friend he still had, and feel like himself, if only for a little while. 


The next two weeks were going to be rough. He put his headphones on while on the plane, and avoided talking to 
anyone. It wasn't terribly unusual for him, but again, he felt like all eyes were on him - again 


While he feigned sleep on the plane, he contemplated the situation with Lemma. It had worked the night before, 
but it wasn't the same. He wasn't drawn to Lemma the way that he had been drawn to Richie. He wasn't 
attracted to Lemma. 

But the endorphins. He had no idea how he'd get the endorphins. Dorothea couldn't push him as far and as hard 
as Richie could. She loved him too much, in a different way. And she wouldn't use him as hard sexually, when 
he needed it. 

He had a fleeting thought... Teek. 


Teek... maybe. 


A New ldea 


Author's Notes: 
No BDSM or sex. 


Unknown to Jon, David had been talking to Tico. He let him know everything that was going on - and he felt the 
same way Jon did. He could certainly kick his cocky frontman's ass when he needed it (or when he went on the 
record with a reporter criticizing him for a flat notel), but he didn't feel like he could be the dominant one in 


the current situation. Jon needed a firm hand, and he wasn't it. 


But he desperately wanted to be there at right for Jon. He wanted him to be in his room, his suite, his bed. He 


was too worried about him to let him too far out of his sight. 


The show that night had gone very well - Jon let Phil stay on his right, a decision he'd later change. He was 
just so used to looking to the right and seeing Richie. He didn't think he'd ever *not® look over there and 
expect to see him. And the mere thought of never seeing him there again brought tears to his eyes. 


Lemma's backup vocals had been spot-on, his best ever. He did his parts, Richie's, and led the audience in their 
sing alongs. Jon had never been prouder of his dear friend. Wanted was tough, but there was no way in hell 
Jon was going to remove it from the setlist. The audience sing along made him feel loved.. and hopeful. He 
needed that boost, that hope, that he could go on without Richie. Phil missed his notes on Wanted, but that 
was OK. It wasn't the end of the world, not tonight anyway. Jon had actually struggled more with Prayer, which 
was unexpected. X could do the talk box, and that was the most important part Richie had in the live 
performance of the song. But the history. Jon's heart hurt. 


Back in their room that night, as Jon stripped off his belt and his jeans, he paused and wondered what, if 
anything, David might want from him tonight. Instead, David pointed to his pajamas and a bottle of wine. As he 
took off his old-man shoes that everyone hated but him, he realized - without Richie sharing the front of the 
stage with him, he could lose the platforms and heels in his shoes, as Phil was closer to his height, and well 
Bobby.. Bobby was shorter than all of them. The heeled cowboy boots of the BOs had done such a number on 


his knees and hips, he wished he had gotten smarter sooner. 


They had to be on the plane relatively early the next day - by llam Jon-time, which meant no one dared be 
later than 10:30. The only rockstar on the planet that insisted on being early to everything. Lemma drank his 


glass of wine and offered Jon an ambien. 


"IFs just an ambien," he said when Jon hesitated. For a split second, he wondered if they could all just keep him 
drugged except when he absolutely needed to be awake for the shows. After about 3/4 of the bottle of wine 
and the ambien, he was out cold. Lemma tucked him into bed and curled up beside him. Lemma was a wreck - 


he was worried about Jon, and didn't know much more than Jon did about whatever the fuck was going on with 


Richie. He still wanted to beat Richie with a baseball bat. 


Bed of Roses in Omaha was spectacular. A song that Jon usually shared the mic with Richie on, Phil stayed on 
the stage and Jon went out into the audience, which he always loved. (His security twitched, but he insisted on 
it anyway). Jon thought back to when he wrote the song - when he was still sleeping around, a lot, on the 
road. So much had changed in the last I5 or so years. 


After the Omaha show, they had to head back to Texas. No one was looking forward to that, but they had a 
couple of days. When he got back to the room in Omaha, Lemma asked Jon to strip. He paused looked at him 


with a WTF look, till Lemma explained - "I want to see how bruised you are." 


Surprisingly, Jon was mostly healed. Since he was at a higher weight than usual, and his weight always went 


straight to ass, the belt didn't leave him all that marked. 30+ years of getting his ass kicked didn't hurt. 


"Put your pajama pants on. | want to talk." Jon did as he was told, and was surprised by how ... bossy.. Lemma 
had gotten in the last few weeks. 


Jon sat down on the bed and waited. He had no idea what Lemma was actually going to say. At this point, it 
could be anything. Maybe he had talked to Rich? 


"Jonny, you know | love you like a brother." 

Jon had a momentary panic. Surely Lemma wasn't leaving him, too. 

"l'm just not sure that | can be more than the occasional one to beat your ass." Jon nodded. He felt the same 
way. "Don't get me wrong, there are plenty of times when you're being a jerk and | want to, but it's not the 
same." They both laughed. So maybe Jon was a control freak 


"| did need it the other night." 


"I know. And short of you taking up skydiving, l'm not sure how you're going to get your endorphin rushes. Can 
Dorothea get you there?" 


"Not in years. She hasn't had to." Jon sighed. He *never* talked about what he did with Dorothea "But | have 


an idea." 


Lemma put his hand on Jon's knee. "Tell me." 


The tears come 


Author's Notes: 
BDSM content. No sex. 


Jon looked in the mirror. His roots and his gray were showing. He decided right then and there that he was 
giving up on his blond hair. He had earned every one of those gray hairs, and decided that he was going to 
finally.. grow up. 


He had suggested to Lemma that they bring Tico into the conversation, so Lemma had called him over to their 
suite. Tico wasn't at all surprised, but Jon was shocked that Lemma and Tico had been talking about this - 
talking about him - without him present. Then it occurred to him they'd probably done quite a bit of that over 
the last 30 years. 


Jon basically sat there while Tico and Lemma talked about "what to do with Jon" He never realized just how 
protective they were of him. They came up with a loose agreement - that Jon would bottom to Tico, as Tico 


saw fit. But Jon would continue to share a suite with Lemma for the time being. 
Lemma took Tico's room key, to go hang out there for awhile. 
Jon had already changed into his pajama pants and a loose fitting t-shirt. Tico hadn't changed yet. 


It wasn't like Tico hadn't whipped or paddled Jon before - he had, especially in the old days, when Jon and 
Richie would get into some really stupid shit together. But it had been awhile, and back then, Tico would usually 
only get involved when there were drugs involved - or when they did something dumb enough to potentially 


involve police. 


Tico lit a cigarette and walked out onto the balcony without saying anything to Jon. He smoked two before he 
came back in. Jon was a nervous wreck while Tico smoked - he had that pit in his stomach that he'd get when 
he was in trouble with his dad as a teenager. Between 13 and lb, he got his ass kicked a lot - and he was 
certain he deserved everything he got. Times were different then Buried in a drawer at home with his neck 
ties, so he wouldn't see it regularly, was his dad's razor strap. No one had used in on him in years, thankfully. 
But he knew that Tico's level of discipline would be different that Richie's.. more parental. He was definitely the 
"dad" of the original 5, and now that it was just the 3 of them.. he knew the role he needed to fill. 


Tico came back in and sat in the chair across from the bed where Jon sat. "Tonight, I'm going to give you 
what | think you need. After tonight, we'll talk more about how you can let me know what you *need* and 


what you *want*" 


Jon nodded and knelt in front of Tico. Tico ran his fingers through Jon's hair, jealous of the natural wave but 


without crazy curls - Tico's hair wasn't as out of control as Lemma's, but it wasn't that far from it if he let 
it grow out. He pulled Jon up onto his feet by gently grabbing the back of his neck, and led him over to the 
bed. Jon bent over the end of the bed, grateful that the Omni hotel they were staying in had high platform 
beds. It allowed him to bend over and rest comfortably with his legs straight and feet on the floor. 


"When | do this, it will be for a set amount of time, like before." Jon winced TT was heavy-handed, and 
understood the discipline piece a little too well, and even now, Jon could have memories of getting whipped as a 


kid. And any amount of time - IO minutes, I5 minutes - with a drummer - could be really painful. 


Tico unbuckled his belt, and pulled it out of the loops. He wrapped the belt around his hand, shortening it. "Are 
you ready for this?" 


Jon never remembered him asking before. "Yes, sir." 

Even through his pajama bottoms, the belt stung like fire. Tico didn't give him a warm-up at all, and I5 minutes 
felt like eternity. About IO minutes in, Jon broke. By the time Tico put his belt back on, Jon was bawling. Tico 
rest his hand on Jon's lower back, and said "Goodnight, Popeye." 

Jon was curled up on the bed crying, and looking about as pathetic as Lemma had ever seen him. These tears 
weren't going away anytime soon. They were just starting. Lemma wrapped his body around Jon's and just held 


him as he cried, and soon found himself in tears, too. He had loved Richie too, just not in the same way. 


And right now, with the way that he had left and the way he was avoiding all of them.. it was as if Richie had 
died. 


And they all needed to mourn his loss. Together. 


